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	This Mask of Mine

*Disclaimer: I don't own 'em.   
> This Mask of Mine<br>  
>Completely exhausted, I collapse in my chair, while running my hand through my hair. What a day. As I look <br>around my room, I sigh with fatigue. I spot my bed, and slowly make my way over to my soft place to sleep.   
>After laying myself down, I look over at my bedside table and something all so familiar catches my eye. My <br>clown mask. Slowly, I sit up, and gently lift the mask from the table. It feels cold and hard to my touch. As I   
>hold it to my face, I think about this mask, and its meaning to me. What does it mean? I mull over the <br>possibilities. A mask is something that hides one's true identity, one's true self. In my case, though, I have a   
>mask hiding my true soul, and personality. This is the way I feel, anyway.<br>  
> Only I know what lies beneath this mask of mine, the one that covers my heart. So many try decipher <br>what goes on in my mind. So many try to guess how I will react to certain situations. In most cases, they are   
>wrong. Like I said, only I know what lies beneath my mask. The door slowly opens, and I am startled. I look <br>over to see who interrupted my train of thought. Quatre.  
><br> "Oh, am I interrupting anything?" He asks. "I just wanted to know if there was anything I could do for   
>you." Obviously, he notices how tired I am. I can notice it in his large, green eyes.<br>  
> "I'm fine, thank you," I finally answer after a moment of silence. He leaves, and once again the room is <br>silent. I ponder about the time I had amnesia. I was so cold and alone. Then, Quatre came. He had been the   
>one responsible for my problems, and yet, I forgave him. Was I what Heero would say...soft? Was I what <br>WuFei would say...weak? Was I what Duo would say...smooth? Was I what Quatre would say...kind? I   
>shake my head. I want to be the perfect soldier like Heero! What pilot doesn't? All of these traits, soft, <br>weak, smooth, and kind, are unnecessary in a war. All of my life, though, it feels like I've been fighting one   
>immense war. So, are these traits unnecessary for me?<br>  
> I want to laugh at myself for asking so many questions. I decide it's okay, though. These are my <br>thoughts, and my thoughts alone. No one is ever going to know what goes on in my heart and in my mind. I   
>hope so, anyway. I put down the mask and have second thoughts. Perhaps it would be nice to share my <br>thoughts with someone. When I do, if I do, I want to share them with someone who won't laugh. It's not   
>like I'm extremely distant, like WuFei. When my opinion is asked, I'll respond. If they don't like it, it's their <br>fault. They asked.  
><br> If I ever share my thoughts with anyone, it will more than likely be after the war. My mask might be   
>shattered by then. Maybe not, though. For now, though, no one will go beyond my mask to see my thoughts <br>and dreams. This mask of mine. This mask of my heart.   
> <br>   
> <p><p>


End file.
